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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 


Couldn't resist writing this prompt! | hope the wisher enjoys itll 


David sat in the apartment he'd once shared with his boyfriend, sighing heavily as he stared at the dwindling 
fire in the fireplace. The walls were alive with dancing shadows but he couldn't have felt deader inside. It was 
almost Christmas, David's favorite time of year, and his usual wishes of snow and family gatherings seemed 


miles away. 
Like Dave. 


Dave had done something he swore to David he would never do. David did all he could to forget the details of 
that night, one week ago, choosing only to remember that he finally did what he told Dave he was going to do 
- he threw him out. No one else loved Dave or cared what happened to him and now he was living on the 


streets. 


David looked down at the coffee he'd been holding in his lap with both hands. He took a sip. Cold. He sat the cup 
aside and leaned back in his chair, closing his eyes. Instead of thinking about last minute gift ideas and booking a 
flight back home to see his family he rubbed his face and thought about Dave. He loved Dave more than 
anything, and while he knew that Dave loved him too he admitted to himself long ago that Dave would never 
love him the way David wanted him too, which was something other than physical. The worst part was that 
Dave had never told him that he loved him. 


The few who knew their secret always asked why Dave would never touch his boyfriend around them, why he 
never showed any affection, why they almost never went on dates. David always covered for him, assuring 
them that they did these things all the time. It was a lie, of course. David was good at lying for Dave. It had 


gotten easier over time. 


On the verge of sleep, David heard a faint knock on the door. It was almost midnight. Midnight marked the first 
few moments of Christmas Eve, information he had fought all day to keep in the back of his mind with little 


success. He rose from the chair and answered the door. 


To his surprise, it was his boyfriend He was stood very still, looking exactly as he had the moment David had 
asked him to leave, still in the same clothes. He spoke three words. 


"David, I'm sorry." 


David jerked out of a sleep he didn't realize he'd been in. He blinked and checked the clock above the mantle. 
2AM. The fire had gone out long ago, the embers remained. David was freezing. He undressed as he walked to 
their bedroom; his bedroom now, he supposed. He crawled under the mountain of blankets, shivering as he did 
his best to forget about te dream. It wasn't exactly a nightmare but he knew it would haunt him. 


David awoke late the next morning. He wondered how he would explain to his family that he wasn't exactly in 
the Christmas spirit this year. He knew they would understand but he didn't want to have to explain what had 
happened, about the incident that lead to the breakup. David dressed warmly and headed to the kitchen to 


make coffee. He was in a daze until the sound of the pot brewing got his attention. 


Rather unexpectedly, as David took his first sip, a crippling sense of guilt overtook him. Dave would have 
nothing warm to drink on this cold, December morning. ‘He doesn't deserve it a voice in his mind whispered. 
What else would David have that Dave didn't? Waking up warm instead of freezing. A family to call on 
Christmas morning. David had everything. Dave had nothing. 


Well, that wasn't exactly true. Even if he didn't know it, Dave still had David. 


David drove through the empty side streets, looking for Dave. He'd made a few good will calls to friends, 
proving himself right that no one else would take him in. Being right didn't exactly make him feel better. In fact, 


it made him feel much worse. 


David had given Dave everything. A home, a good life, all the love in his heart. The only thing he hadn't given 
him was a chance to explain himself after what he'd done. What had gone so wrong that day that Dave had 
acted that way? David didn't know and didn't care to know at the time. But now he had to know. 


Two hours passed. David hadn't been eating much and his hunger couldn't be sated by more coffee. Food might 
calm the jitters he'd had from too much coffee that morning - or rather that had formed from knowing his 
boyfriend was homeless and likely sleeping on cold, dangerous streets and not the bed where they'd made so 


many memories in the past. David supposed it wouldn't hurt to stop for ten minutes to eat something. 

He pulled into the nearest place that served breakfast and went inside. He ordered and picked a table, doing his 
best not to pay attention to the people around him. He didn't want to look at anyone or talk to them, he just 
wanted to eat and find Dave. He paid little attention to the rustle of people reading the newspaper around him 
or the Christmas music that played quietly over the speakers. The only thing he heard clearly was when one 
of the workers came out to clean a table and spoke angrily at one of the patrons. 

"You again? | told you, you can't sit in here all day. Paying customers only." 

David turned to look, nearly dropping his breakfast sandwich when he saw Dave huddled in a corner booth. He 
looked tired, too thin, hollow. He got up to leave, the fight all but completely knocked out of him as he walked 
to the exit, defeated. 

"And take this with you." 

The worker kicked a dirty blue scarf that had fallen as Dave walked away. David recognized it immediately. It 
was the scarf he'd given Dave for Christmas the year before, the one he said he hated and would never wear. 
In a flash, David picked it up and turned to the employee. 

"He's with me." 


Dave looked, surprised, back at David 


"And I'll take two more of these," David said, holding up his sandwich. "To go." 


Dave ate in complete silence on the way back to the apartment. He finished the two sandwiches and sipped the 
takeout coffee, taking huge gulps when he realized it wasn't too hot to do so. 


"This coffee tastes awful," was his first response. "Not good like the kind you make." 


David could scarcely believe what he'd heard. A complement? He must be in the middle of another dream. He 
didn't respond. 


He looked over from the driver's seat. Dave was looking down. His clothes were filthy, his face was dirty. His 
hair was in desperate need of brushing and shampooing. Everything about Dave needed to be fixed. As many 


times as David tried to fix Dave on his own, he knew this wouldn't be the case this time - and he would Tell 
him so. 


David loaded a few logs into the fireplace and ushered Dave into the other chair that faced the hearth. He 
took his own seat and waited for Dave to talk. It didn't take long. 


"Why?" 

"Why what?" David asked. 

"Why did you look for me?" 

"Because | didn't want something to happen to you. 
"Like what?" 

"Something bad! 

‘Like what | did to you?" 

David took a moment to answer. 

"| didn't want you to be..cold. Hungry. Alone. Dead" 
"What about what happened?" 

"What about it?" 

"| thought you said | was out for good this time” 


"Maybe you still will be," David replied honestly. "But that's entirely up to you. If you want to leave after we 
talk, you can. But we are going to talk about this, Dave." 


There was a long pause. Dave's voice was far softer than usual. 


"| don't know why | did it. And | wanted to say | was sorry five minutes after | left but | couldn't and | don't 


know why | couldn't. Even if | said it now, would you forgive me?" 


David looked at him blankly, though a dam of tears was likely to burst at any second. David hadn't cried since 
Dave set foot out the door but the brick wall around his heart was going to be torn apart at any second. 


"David," he began, his eyes on the floor then slowly going up to meet those of his ex-boyfriend. "I'm sorry for 


what | did. I'm so sorry. | hope you can forgive me and if you can't.. understand." 


David dropped his gaze, leaning forward in the chair. He covered his eyes with both hands, knowing even if he 
wiped the tears away that Dave would still know he was crying. 


"Just promise.just promise me that this time, things really wil be different, and if you can't change that you'll 
just go." 


"| would promise..only there won't be a next time. I'm here, and I'll never hurt you again. Being out there..it 
made me realize a lot of 


things. It's not easy to change but | can do it for you - | know | can" 
"Why are you so sure that it will be different this time?" 
"Because, David," he said, rising then kneeling at his ex's feet. "I love you." 


David's tears leaked, and he knelt to hug the other man. The held each other as tight as they could, both 
weeping. Dave's crying was mostly the sound of his breathing, a single tear trickling from each eye. David's 
crying was much more open. Dave rubbed his back and said nothing until the brunette's crying stopped. 


It was dark in the windowless bathroom. David lit a few candles and helped Dave strip off his filthy clothes. 
David drew his boyfriend a warm bath, trying not to pay any attention to the naked man's noticeable weight 


loss. 

"Aren't you getting in?" Dave asked. 

"Not this time." 

David helped him into the bath. He took a few towels, unrolled them and sat on them beside the tub. Dave 
leaned back into the water, wetting his hair. Despite his desire to wait for intimacy, to flesh out their days 
with long talks before making a slow return to their bedroom, David couldn't resist asking Dave if he could do 


one thing. 


"Can | wash your hair?" he asked timidly. 


Dave smiled genuinely for the first time in years. "Yeah." 

David knelt on the towels and poured shampoo into his hands. The sound of the lather in Dave's hair in the 
quiet room gave David an indescribable happiness. Dave tilted his head back, a quiet moan escaping his lips. 
David wet a washcloth and wiped the bubbles from Dave's forehead. Something blossomed in his chest as he 
worked, a feeling that he felt hadn't been mutual for a long time. 

Dave leaned back once more, rinsing out the shampoo. Without speaking, David took the cloth and some soap 
and began to wash Dave's body, starting from his neck and chest and working his way down. He was slow, 
caretul, giving attention to each part as if his boyfriend was fragile. Perhaps, in that moment, he was. 

Dave stopped at David's cock, which was beginning to stir as David's hands neared it. 

"lll take care of it," Dave spoke. 

David began washing Dave's legs, handing Dave the soap to wash his own cock David's cock was hard but out 
of view. He was sure that Dave knew. David didn't want to rush into sex this time the way they had at the 
beginning of their relationship. This was a chance to really start over, to do things right. Talks, cute dates and 
really getting to know each other would be key this time. And the sex would be more natural this time too, not 


one-sided. No more "if | don't he'll just get it from someone else." No more fear. 


When Dave was completely clean the water was drained and he dried off. Dave combed his hair, dressed and 
met David in front of the fireplace. He cleared his throat. 


"| hope | didn't mess up," he gestured to the Christmas tree, “all of this for you" 
"Not at all" David assured him 

"| said | didn't want to meet your family and you stayed behind, for me.” 

"Im sure they'd be happy to see us in a few days. Both of us" 

Dave was uncertain "What if they don't like me?" 

"They'll like you because | like you. You're a good person, Dave. That shines through, when you let it! 
"What can we do until then?" 

David didn't need time to think "I still have some last minute shopping to do, and | want to bake cookies" 
"| suck at baking," David said, then quickly followed up with, "but Ill help’ 


I'll show you, its easy. Then you can help instead of just eating.” 


Dave smiled again. "I really do love you, David. There's this..light in you. IFs not in me or anyone else. I'm sorry 


| ever did anything to dim it.” 
"You have a light in you, too," David assured him. "Stop trying to cover it up.” 


Dave stood and made his way over to David. He sat half on David's lap, half on the chair. They held each other 
as they watched the fire. David kissed the top of Dave's head. Everything was going to be alright. 


